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BEFORE PETERSBURG—CARRYING POWDER TO THE MINE.—([Sxerouzp sy A. R. Wavp.)} 


BEFORE PETERSBURG. 


On this page, and also on pages 532, 536, and 
537, we give illustrations of General Grant's cam- 
paign. Tue Crossinc or THE JAMES by Hancock's 
corps; illustrated on this page, took place July 26, 
from Jones's Neck to Deep Bottom, on the north 
side. By 6} o'clock the next morning this corps 
had all crossed the river, and was advancing across 
Strawberry Plains to the earth-works of the enemy 
half a mile in its front. Although exposed to a 
sharp fire in this advance, they pressed steadily for- 


GENERAL GRANT'S CAMPAIGN-HANCOGH’S. ORFS CHOSSING THK JAMES RIVER FNOM JONES'S NECK, Jour 25, 190—fSxoamn x W. W. Oxanian 


ward, and flan’sing the rebel left, gained a position 
from which the rebel line could be easily enfiladed, 
when the enemy gave way. Barvow’s division 
captured four 20-pound Parrott guns which the fly- 
ing rebels left in their embrasures at the edge of the 
woods. This capture, the credit of which is partic- 
ularly due to Miles’s brigade, is illustrated on page 
532. 


On this page are also two sketches illustrating 
the interior of the mine exploded in front of Peters- 
burg July 30. One of these represents.soldiers car- 
rying the powder down the covered way into the 
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COL. PLEASANT SUPERINTENDING THE ARRIVAL OF THE POWDER.—{Sxsrcuxp ur 4. B. Wavn,) 


mine; the other the arrival of the powder, superin- 
tended by Colonel Pieasants, The mine had two 
chambers at the end of the covered way, and was 
400 feet in length. It was made under the super- 
vision of Colonel Pizasawrs. It was 510 feet in 
length, from the entrarce to the point where the 
galleries diverged. / visix w 1% yas not the most 
delightful trip that id be imagined. In the figst 
place, the coverod way by no means afforded entire 
security to the passengers through it, as there were 
numerous places covered by the rebel sharp-shoot- 
ers, who, upon the traveler's appearance, would fire 

















A SOLDIER’S LAMENT FOR 
M‘PHERSON. 


Waar mean these wailing strains 
That come like summer rains 
Through the air; 
Their solemn breathings play 
Upon the tranquil day, 
The voices of despair. 


Let all the woods around, 
With music’s saddest sound, 
Tell that M‘Pherson’s dead; 
Clouds shed your heavy tears, 
For in the prime of years 
Low lies the honored head. 


O comrades in the fight, 

How his eye’s inspiring light 
Led us on! 

When battle-trumpets blew, 

@How grandly he dashed through, 

And was gone! 


Can we forget the form 

That passed us ‘mid the storm 
Of hissing shot and shell? 

"Mid our cheering, wave on wave, 

We knew what the look he gave 
Was meant to tell. 


Ah, giants we became, 
When through the battle flame 
We saw our hero fall; 
We forced the foe to yield 
His body on the field, 
That our breasts might be its pall. 


A mother’s tears like rain, 
A young bride’s passionate pain, 
O’er his dear face shall pour ; 
For in the fiercest fight, 
Or bivouac’s flickering light, 
It shines no more! 


But far beyond the tears, 
Above the mists of years, 
The peaceful bow of heaven 
Arches in tranquil light 
Their fame, who for the right 
Their lives have gladly given. 


And on our history’s page 
Shall gleam through many an age 
The name we love to tell; 
Our children’s children shall repeat it o’er, 
“The grand old7name of gentleman” he bore, 
And bore it well. 
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THE WADE AND DAVIS 
MANIFEST. 


X7E have read with pain the manifesto of 
Messrs. Wape and WINTER Davis; not 
because of its envenomed hostility to the Presi- 
dent, but because of its ill-tempered spirit, which 
proves conclusively the unfitness of either of the 
gentlemen for grave counselors in a time of na- 
tional peril. The President may be wrong, but 
no such distempered critics of his course can be 
right. These gentlemen seem not to understand 
that to lose their self-command to the degree of 
assisting the enemies of the Government is as 
unpatriotic as it is unmanly, and, while it tends 
to destroy public confidence in the Administra- 
tion, forfeits public respect for themselves. 

The President may constitutionally veto a bill, 
or he may allow it to lie, after adjournment, 
without his signature. In both cases the bill 
for the time fails to become a law. Now, in 
the particular case involved in the manifesto 
of Messrs. Wapr and Davis, the President re- 
ceived the bill at the last moment, and did not 
approve it. He might have left it there; but, 
with his usual frankness of dealing with the 
- country, in which his official conduct may well 
become a model “or his successors, after mature- 
ly reflecting upon the principle of the bill, he 
announced that while he did not approve it as a 
whole, and consequently could not make it a 
jaw by giving it his signature, yet that he did 
approve some suggestions in it, and in his exec- 
utive action would be governed by them. No- 
thing could be simpler, fairer, or further from 
** despotism.” Jt was his constitutional right to 
jet the bill drop and say nothing about it. But 
he chose to say that while he could not approve, 
and consequently obey it as a law, yet that he 
would follow it within the unquestioned domain 
of his own action so far as it seemed to him 
wise. In other words, he accepted parts of the 
bill as suggestions to guide him in his executive 
conduct. Messrs. Wape and Davis complain 
that he did not accept the bil altogether or re- 
ject it entirely. As a law, he did reject it- but, 
like a wise man, he embraced the sound princi 
ples he found in it, and will act upon them. 

To declave, as Me: Wane and Davis in- 
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edented, is true, but not in the injurious sense 
It is in accordance with the 


er, is childish. 
re-election by the people. Is he likely to take a 
step which there is no necessity for his taking at 
all, and which, if it so plainly lead to absolute 
despotism and the preference of his arbit ary 
will to every other consideration, then leads, as 
he perfectly well knows, straight to his own po- 
litical annihilation? 

The insinuation of Messrs. Wapr and Davis 
that the President refuses his assent to their bill 
from motives of ambition is entirely 
unworthy of them. It is part of the desperate 
struggle of those who are hostile to the Admin- 
istration to represent him as destroying all our 
liberties, and mismanaging the war only to se- 
cure his own re-election. Messrs, Bensamin 
F. Wave and Henry Winter Davis conde- 
scend to pander to this effort. But against such 
assatfits, whether proceeding from masked friend 
or Open foe, the personal character of the Presi- 
dent, as revealed in the fierce light of the war, 
must be his sufficient defense. From the day 
when covert rebellion lay in wait to assassinate 
him in Baltimore, through all the mad ribaldry 
of the rebel press down to the last malignant 


of purpose of the President has smiled the storm 
to scorn. We hear occasionally of Secretary 
Sewanrp’s little bell, whose tinkle by the Presi- 
dent’s permission sends any citizen unheard to 
a dungeon. But nobody knows, and nobody 
wishes to know more than the President and the 
Secretary that twenty million pairs of eyes watch 
that little bell, and its tinkle is efféctive only 
because the people who look with those eyes see 
that the bell is rung to save their liberties, not 
to secure their slavery. It is simply impossible 
to make the American people believe that the 
President is a wily despot or a political gam- 
bler. His views may be erroncous, his public 
policy is open to discussion, but that he loves 
the Union less, or is less faithful to the Consti- 
tution than the bitterest of his enemies, we are 
sure no loyal man honestly believes. 

Nor is the censure of the manifest of Messrs. 
Wane and Davis a party matter. There is 
no party consideration in the case. The Union 
men of the country have nominated Mr. Liv- 
COLN upon the strength of the general course 
of his administration and of his personal patri- 
otism. They do not profess to approve every 
act, or to agree with every measure of that ad- 
ministration; but under all the circumstances 
of the time and country, and his unswerving 
fidelity to the cardinal principles which the re- 
bellion attacks, they think it best for the cofin- 
try that he should be re-elected. Whatever, 
therefore, tends to defeat him helps to throw 
the country into the hands of its enemies. And 
while no sensible man can be asked or expected 
to stultify himself for any purpose whatever, 
surely every patriotic citizen will take care that 
his conduct shall be governed by the actual state 
of things, so that he may not hopelessly injure 
the very cause to which he is devoted. 

If the Chicago Convention nominates Gener- 
al M‘CLELLan, our friends who are hostile to 
Mr. Lincotn must either vote for him, or for 
General M‘CLELLAN, or stay at home, or call a 
new convention before the election. That they 
will vote for M‘Cietuan either directly at the 
polls or indirectly by staying away we do not 
believe. ‘To call a new convention and make 
another nomination could not detach from Mr. 
Lincotn the body of his friends, but might se- 
cure the election of the Chicago candidate. It 
would be a division in face of the enemy. But 
if the fu. °te of the Administration are so fatal 
as to justity.. “> a course they would justify a 
direct vote he “bicago nominee without the 
machinery of a third ncmination, 

These are very obvious considerations, but 
some of our friends seem to forget them. To 
criticise the Administration and to censure, 
upon occasion, is not only pardonable—it ig pa- 
triotic. But there is the censure of a friend 
and of an enemy. ‘There is a criticism which, 
free from the least suspicion of private or per- 
sonal motive, strengthens the Government by 
friendly suggestion. There is another criti- 
cism which, by incessant and irritating carping at 
the details and }- omission of the general scope 
and result of an adf-xistration, disheartens the 
desponding, paralyzes the timid, delights the 
foe, saddens the friend, and heips the hostile 
triumph. But if there be any ground of doubt 
of the patriotic purity of motive in the censor, 
he not only gives the victory to the enemy, but he 
loses the confidence that was reposed in himself. 

We attribute no unfair motive whatever to 
Messrs. Wapr and Davis. Their fidelity to 
the good cause is unquestioned. But is it not 
4 significant sign to them that they have chosen 
a method to display their friendship which the 





dignantly do, that such @ notification is uxprec- 


bitterest enemies of that cause applaud ? 
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A PEACE ADMINISTRATION. 


Ws have already said that the adoption of the 
extremest peace measures would not give us 
peace. Let us look a moment and see why 
this is. . 

If the peace party should come into power the 
leaders must at once take some practical steps 
to secure the object for which they had been 
elected. They must, of course, first of all, pro- 
claim a cessation of hostilities, and proceed to 
negotiate with the rebel chiefs. Now there are 
but three conceivable solutions of the question 
Gutside of war. Either the peace administra- 
tion and the rebels must agree to a convention 
by whose decision they will abide ; or they must 
of themselves arrange some terms of reconstruc- 
tion, or they must consent to some kind of sepa- 
ration. The peace party, if it obtains power, 
must adopt some one of these three measures. 

The first of them, a convention, except for the 
express purpose of arranging the terms of disso- 
lution, is plainly impracticable. For the rebels 
would of course refuse to abide by any delibera- 
tions which might result in declaring the indis- 
solubility of the Union. Why should they not, 
when the very fact of our offering a convention 
would show that we wére irresolute and tired ? 
If we agreed that the convention should virtually 
let them have their way, the rebels would natu- 
rally accept it. But upon any other conditions 
does any reasonable man suppose they would 
accept the action of a convention? Would not 
the very fact that the peace party had come into 
power prove to the rebels that they were already 
substantially successful, and prevent their put- 
ting that success in peril? The election of 
peace candidates would be an advertisement that 
the people were ready to stop the war, and that 
is done always upon terms dictated to and not 
by the party that asks for peace. 

But if the peace administration should un- 
dertake to arrange reconstruction we know al- 
ready the conditions. They would be substan- 
tially such terms as the rebels might propose. 
The Constitution would be vitally changed so 
as to secure the ascendency in the government 
of the influence known as ‘‘the South.” The 
grounds of the action would be that slavery is 
best for the negro, and that the productions of 
the South are the most important and valuable 
to the country. 

If, however, there should be any ineradicable 
suspicion or conviction upon the part of the reb- 
els that their safety lay in total separation, our 
peace administration must devise some method 
of securing a dissolution of the Union. How 
can that be done? It is a very easy cry, ‘‘ Let 
them go, and have peace.” But how are they 
to go? The very first practical point is the set- 
tlement of a line. Where shall it be? There 
is no natural boundary—no river or desert or 
lake or mountain range—between the rebel sec- 
tion and the rest of the country. It must then 
be an arbitrary line. But upon what principle 
shall it be determined? Obviously by the slave 
system. Therebellionistosave slavery. When 
it is victorious it will properly claim all the 
Slave States. It must have Maryland, Ken- 
tucky, and Missouri, equally with Georgia and 
Alabama. Shall they be set off to the new Con- 
federacy by the peace administration? If they 
are, the Union citizens of those States are aban- 
doned more shamefully than ever men were be- 
fore, and they will certainly refuse to submit. 
If they are not set off, the question must be left 
to the popular vote. But could it be so left, 
with such tremendous issues pending, without 
civil war and anarchy in those States ? 

Or let us suppose that such Border States as- 
sented to the separation—then what? Then 
the adjoining Free States at once border upon a 
victorious foreign slave empire which has proved 
its power to destroy the nation.of which those 
States were parts. The inevitable consequence 
would be that the question would be forced upon 
every such State whether it would try to form a 
new alliance with the other States of the late 
Union, or join its fortunes to the triumphant 
Confederacy. This question would develop at 
once two embittered parties; nor is there any 
possibility whatever that it could be peaceably 
determined. 

For it must be borne in mind that the Union 
is no stronger than its weakest link. When it 
is broken any where it falls every where. The 
bond that holds Vermont to New York is pre- 
cisely the same as that which connects New 
York with South Carolina. When one State or 
ten States by force of arms compel the united 
government to consent to their withdrawal, the 
united government must thenceforth allow the 
secession of any other State at will, and be- 
comes consequently of the exact weight of a 
single State. This was all practically proved 
eighty years ago under the Confederation. 
Now'as union is really an instinct among the 
people of the States—for they are truly a nation— 
immediately upon the dissolution of the present 
Union by any stronger Union of some of its 
States, the remainder would instantly gravitate 
toward that. But they could join it only upon 
such terms as it proposed, and those terms would 
certainly be so vitally repugnant to an immense 
party in each of those States as to lead once 
to war and chaos. : 

If, therefore, the most obsequious peace party 
were brought at once into power, it is impossi- 
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and clamor for peace upon rebel terms, the 
people will continue to cry ** Pooh!” 





SHOULD M‘CLELLAN BE RE- 
CALLED? 


SEVERAL weeks since We recounted the rea- 
sons why it would be unwise to recall General 
M‘CLELLA® into active service. It was not be- 
cause of any conscious collusion upon his part 
with the rebels, nor because of his melancholy 
military records, but because of’ his total want 
of sympathy with the convictions and policy of 
the Administration. The views then expressed 
we have certainly seen no occasion to modify. At 
a late meeting in Hempstead General M‘Ciex- 
LAN is reported to have said that he supposed 
his flattering reception was offered not to him, 
but to the cause which he represented. He 
vaguely explained by saying that the cause was 
the country; but how he represents the country 
more than any other citizen not in rebellion— 
than General Buetx or General Fremont, for 
instance—it is not easy to see. Yet there isa 
cause which he does represent, and it is pre- 
cisely because of that fact that it seems to us 
unwise to recall him. 5 

In view of all our history, and of the develop- 
ments of the war, there is yet a party which holds 
that the rebellion, if not justified, was at least 
palliated by the discussion of slavery; which 
insists that the free and legitimate exercise of 
the most fundamental right of any popular gov- 
ernment was censurable, if not almost treason- 
able; which believes that the Southern system 
of slavery—notwithstanding the facts of thirty 
years and of human nature—is perfectly conso- 
nant with a republic like ours; which main- 
tains that, in waging the war against this rebel- 
lion, it is impolitic and unconstitutional to do 
any thing about slavery except to return the 
slaves who escape to our lines to their masters. 
It is a party which thinks that slavery is good 
for negroes, that the President is a weak trick- 
ster, that the principles and policy of the Ad- 
ministration are fundamentally false, and which 
steadily flouts and insults the great American 
doctrine of equal rights as ‘‘ Niggerism.” 

This is the cause and the party which Gen- 
eral M‘CLEeLLan represents; and because he 
represents it, he is not, and can not be consid- 
ered merely a soldier. We might agree that he 
was personally a brave man and a good officer, 
but that would not affect the question of his re- 
call. The moment the Administration sum- 
mons him to its aid it surrenders its own con- 
victions end policy, not to General M‘CLexay, 
but to th: party and its leaders of whom he is 
merely the figure-head. He would be but the 
entering wedge. If every thing went well, we 
should hear a shout all along the line of his 
patty that it was because of the extraordinary 
genius of this great chieftain, who must be made 
President by acclamation. If things went ill, 
we should hear from the same authorities that it 
was because of the outrageous jealousy and in- 
terference of the President and the ‘* Washing- 
ton Directory.” If they went very ill, even 
through M‘CLeLLan’s own incompetency, that 
ery would swell as it did when he was before in 
command, into a shout that it was his duty to 
turn out the imbeciles at Washington and install 
himself Dictator in their place. Thus, were 
MSCELLAN recalled, the tactics of ‘the cause 
and party” which he represents would constant- 
ly tend to the same end, namely, their return 
to political power by any means whatever. 

It is to secure the chance of this result that 
his recall is so strenuously urged at this moment 
by those of his friends who doubt whether he is 
sure of the Chicago nomination. But General 
M‘CLEiLAN has chosen to paralyze his power of 
serving the country in this war as a soldier by 
accepting the leadership of the political party 
which rancorously reviles and opposes the Gov- 
ernment, and he has therefore no right to com- 
plain that the dent declines to undertake 
to blend a policy which he approves with one 
that he does not. If, however, the President 
should yield, he may be very sure that in case 
of any disaster under M‘CieLian, the same 
papers which now so smoothly urge his recall 
perely as a soldier, would then most loudly in- 
sist upon his deposigg the Government # ® 
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either great ability or comprehension of the 
emergency. He has made several non-com- 
mittal speeches; he has*written a letter urging 
the election in Pennsylvania of the candidate 
for whose success the rebels were praying; and 
he has delivered an oration at West Point, re- 

* markable only for its commonplace platitudes, 
and for declaring that the war should be prose- 
cuted for the restoration of the Union. He has 
also published a Defense of his Chickahominy 
Campaign, the object of which is to show that 
he was not responsible for its disasters and ca- 
tastrophes—a point upon which he differs with 
many leading military men in the country. 
‘General M‘CLELLAN also gained an advantage 
at Antietam, but did not call up his reserve to 
secure it, and by giving Lex a day’s truce ena- 
bled him to withdraw and save his army, thus 
showing himself to be an eminent disciple of 
the BuExt school of war. 

These are his services. But whether the Pres- 
ident be entreated to recall him to the field, or 
the country be solicited to make him President 
and Commander-in-chief, he is still but a pup- 
pet. Behind him, and controlling his words and 
acts, are men who are doing and have done 
what they can to delay the suppression of the 
rebellion by discouraging the national hope and 
paralyzing the national endeavors. General 
M‘CLELLAN is to be judged by the ‘‘cause” 
and the party which he represents ; and whoever 
urges his recall to service urges the Administra- 
tion to open Pandora’s box. 





THE BLACK TROOPS. 


Tere can be nothing more pitiful than the 
malevolent eagerness with which certain news- 
papers deride the colored troops for being no 
braver than the white troops at Petersburg. 
Did the unhappy panic at Bull Run, three years 
ago, prove that white men were cowards? Did 
the misfortune of the noble Second Corps, five 
or six weeks since, which General Hancock an- 
nounced must be retrieved, show that they were 
poor soldiers? Or did every sensible man say 
at once that the reputation of that brave corps 
was not to be lost by a mishap which might 
occur to the best corps of the best army-in the 
world? Upon occasion of the late disaster, to 
General M‘Coox’s cavalry—caused by the fact, 
as reported, that the men were drunk with whis- 
ky—is it sneeringly asserted that if the Govern- 
ment chooses to employ white cavalry, nothing 
is to be expected but that they will get drunk 
and be whipped on every occasion ? 

Of course not. When we read of M‘Coox’s 
misfortune we remember SHEeRmpan’s, and 
Kavtz’s, and Grierson’s, and AverRit1’s dar- 
ing and victorious excursions, and we acknowl- 
edge with pride and gratitude the valor of our 
cavalry while we regret every mischance that 
befalls them. When we heard that the Second 
Corps had been flanked and had lost prisoners, 
we recalled their dauntless conduct at Spott- 
sylvania and in the Wilderness, and chafedowith 
them over the temporary shadow that obscured 
their name. And every sensible and true Amer- 
ican citizen, when he reads of the faltering and 
retreat of the colored troops at Petersburg, rec- 
ollects Fort Wagner, Olustee, Milliken’s Bend, 
and Batpy Smrru’s charge upon the same 
ground at Petersburg, and knows that the fail- 
ure is not the proof of cowardice or incompe- 
tency, but is one of the painful events from 
which the record of no corps and no army can 
be entirely free. ‘ 

We have always insisted that colored men 
should have the same chance of fighting in this 
war that white men have; and we have always 
believed that, battle for battle, they would show 
the same spirit and pluck. Nor has the history 
of the war, the last assault at Petersburg in- 
cluded, belied our belief. And we may fairly 
ask whether any class of men—white, black, red, 
or yellow—whose services had been so grudg- 
ingly received and so reluctantly rewarded; who 
knew that their capture was equivalent to tor- 
ture, massacre, er slavery, and for whose 
wrongs retaliation so loudly promised was as 
yet not inflicted; who were so maligned, re- 
buffed, and insulted as the colored men in this 
country are—we may fairly ask whether any 
soldiers would have fought more steadfastly and 
bravely and willingly than the colored troops in 
the Union army? 

The mental and moral condition of those who 
begrudge fair play to the most unfortunate, but 
by no means the least meritorious class of our 
population, is one of the most melancholy phe- 
nomena of the times. The want of that fair 
play has produced the war, and until we con- 
cede it the war under some form will continue. 
The most brutal part of our population, deluded 
by ‘‘ Conservative” demagogues, incessantly de- 
clare that “ niggers are only fit for slaves.” The 
most intelligent American citizens, and the con- 

, science of all Christian civilization, rejects the 
foul injustice. It is the conflict of that enlight- 
ened sense of equity and with the ferocious 
determination of class and prejudice 
which is reddening our soil every where. Who- 
ever panders to that injustice prolongs the war. 
ba cherishes it postpones the peace which 
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cried as they read the 
story of the last Petersburg assault, ‘‘Pshaw! 
niggers never will make soldiers.” 





THE NEW LOAN. 


We gave last week in these columns a per- 
fectly simple description of the new loan and its 
advantages. Yet to many plain people all over 
the country all financial matters are mysteries, 
yet mysteries which a little explanation will 
readily remove. We suggest, therefore, to our 
friends every where, and especially in remote and 
quiet country districts, that they call meetings 
of the neighborhood to talk over the loan, to 
show its direct and vital importance, to point 
out its peculiar value as an investment, and to 
explain to every man what to do in order that 
the United States may get his fifty or five hun- 
dred dollars. There are thousands and thou- 
sands of people every where who would gladly 
lend to the Government if they only knew how. 
The active men in every village and hamlet and 
country neighborhood, who are used to practical 
financial details, might form themselves into 
committees to secure the subscriptions. At 
least the matter is worthy of their consideration. 

The rebel sympathizers, foreign and domes- 
tic, already assert that the debt will be repudia- 
ted. That the disciples, allies, and well-wishers 
of the famous Mississippi repudiator, JerrFERSON 
Davis, and of a ‘‘ Confederacy” which has re- 
pudiated all Northern debts, should say so is not 
strange. _ But loyal citizens will easily see that 
the debt is simply the pledge of the people to 
themselves of all their property. Every citizen 
is consequently interested in the payment of the 
debt—first, in his honor as a debtor; and then 
in his interest as a creditor. 

Loans and arms are the right and left hands 
of the nation in this war; and while every body 
can not bear arms, there are very few who can 
not lend money. To subscribe to the loan or 
to go to the field are therefore equally patriotic 
services; and the former is a service which many 
& womati who has laid by her earnings can and 
would willingly render. 





FROM THE WESTERN ARMY. 


WE have received a letter from “‘ D,” in the West- 
ern army, inclosing the lines upon M‘Parrson's 
death, of which the writer says, “they have the 
merit of being felt if nothing more.” He kindly 
adds in another part of his letter, “ Allow me to 
congratulate you upon the wide and healthy influ- 
ence you are exerting through the columns of the 
No reading matter that 


and love of country; and if our leaders at home 
shape the institutions of the country so as to make 
it more worthy of loving, they will incr-ase our de- 
votion in fighting for it.” 

Our t subjoins the following au- 
thentic particulars in regard to General M‘PHEr- 
son's death : 

The morning of July 22d the Army of the Tennessee 
was in line of battle two miles east of Atlanta, crossing 


teenth vociferously cheered by all the troops, 
and particularly by the Second Bligade, Division. 
He bowed acknowledgments with his usual“genial 





tful among those who are - 


committed by party-spirit and jealousy to foster- + 
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The following is a copy of the Order issued by General 
complimenting Private Rerwoups:' > 


Bup, ! 
Der. yy 
ATLawta, Guonets, July 26, 1864 
GENERAL ORDER.—No, 8. 
During the bloody battle of the 22d inst., in which this 
corps was Private Gzores J. ReyNoips, D 
pany, Iowa Infantry Volunteers, was, while in 


ing mortally wounded. rs Se 
self, Private Reynoips clung to his old commander, and 
amidst the roar of battle and storm of bullets, adminis-— 
tered to the wants of his gallant chief, quenching his dy- 
ing thirst, and affording him such comfort as lay in his 
power. After General M‘Puzeson had breathed his last, 
Private ReyNops was chiefly instrumental in recovering 
his body, going with two of his staff uit 
the body, and assisting in putting it in an ambulance 
der a heavy fire from the enemy, while his wound was 
still uncared for. 

The noble and devoted conduct of this soldier can not be 
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rOREIGN NEWS. 


MEXICO, 


It appears from advices which have been coming 


every mai! from Havana lately that Maximilian’s empi 
is not nie sae by the Liberals. Thus by the 
of July we hear that the ———— 


news of the 


have been attacked about three miles from San 


a foree of about 500 Juarists. Meximilian has 
amnesty to all prisoners whose offenses were 


z 
i 


the Hannibal and St. Joseph Railroad, the 
were at Middle Grove, Monroe County, end were ew 
on toward Chariton County, Five lL 
‘ederal ca are in pursuit of them. 


by 
re 


{ 


an 
iy polit- 


ical; this, however, does not extend to parties in armed 


EUROPE, 


On July 18 a tation of fact ratives 
~ bat = oo, Oltham, Macclesteld, 





attached tite Susteusty with taatry end aruiliery, - | American 
tagfe Givisien of Chis soba! fase, WED» Urignde cavalry | of intestine 
under Martin, attempted to flank Howafd, by cludes with the f 
across an open field into a patch of woods on his right, commenced 
almost succeeded. This rebel column was, however, re- | ery. The 
pulsed by Logan. © This was at two o'clock p.m. The ae Sa 
tle till five, no artillery being used by Howard, and | Repu of the 
very little by Stewart. Our forces had the advantage, as | tary has 
the enemy was wholly unpro- 

tected. lost about 1500 

men. 

Sherman's position . 4 
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THE CHRISTIAN COMMISSION. 











This is a peculiarity which distinguishes the North 
from the South in the conduct of the war. It is 
on this account that the losses from sickness, and 


especially from wounds, have been so few in our 


army as compared with that of the rebels. 
Richmond Enquirer. of August 3, allud- 
ing advantages over the rebels in cannon 


and ships and otherwise : “Their dietetic and sani- 
tury systems have saved them thousands of soldiers 
who would have died upon the coarse fare of the 
military hospital. Preserved fruits, dessicated veg- 
etables, solidified milk, the condensed nutriment 
of meat, the concentrated essence of tea and coffee, 
wines, and pure spirits, accompany the hospital ev- 
ery where. Ices and cordials refresh, patent am- 
bulances, spring beds, and hair mattresses solace 
the sick and the wounded. When the field hospi- 
tals beyond the Appomattox suffered for water & 
canal was cut and steam pumps put up, and an 
abundant supply was furnished.” 

This service likewise has its sacrifices and its 
martyrs. Thousands of Christian men and women 
are giving up the pleasures of home, and it often 
happens that they give their lives also. Soldiers’ 
wives work in the hospital while their husbands 
fight on the field. While Barvow is taking can- 
non at Deep Bottom, his wife dies in Washington of 
fever contracted in the hospital. While M‘Pxer- 
son falls before Atlanta, Professor Hapiey dies in 
New York, worn out with weariness by long weeks 
of exposure and fatigue suffered for the soldier's 
sake. 


QUITE ALONE. 


By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 








CHAPTER XLI. 
THE WILD WOMAN. 


Vraar mea tae p to do? a pawn- 
shop? She no passport. ey must have 
pa oak It was the ame . F reemed . But eo 
did people get papers ere they born wii 
papers? Should she go back to the goldsmiths 
on the Quai and try them once more? Alas! 
of what avail would that be? She would receive 
only the same answers, the shme rebuffs. Was 
there no one in this enormous city of Paris who 
peace) eyo a gewgaw from a poor child who 
wanted to run away? She had heard of a place 
called the Temple. She had read of it, too, and 
Madame de Kergolay had talked to her about it 
hundreds of times as the site of that old 
keep where the Martyr King and his queen 
lain in captivity, and where the poor little Dau- 
phin had been handed over to 7 ee «= 
to be slowly tortured to death. jon 
was pulled down now, and the Temple was a 
place where they bought and sold every thing. 
Should she ask her way there? But she knew 
that she would have to pass close to the Marais ; 
and an indefinable terror forbade her to retrace 
her footsteps. 

She came, suddenly, in the middle of the pave- 
ment, on a marchand d’habits—an old-cl 
man, No Jew washe. In Paris Christians do 
not disdain to carry the bag, and wear the three 
hats. This fellow was a Marseillais, swarth 
and bright-eyed, with a head of tufted black 
haiz, dazzling white teeth, and ear-rings. He 
had two umbrellas beneath one arm, and a 
cavalry sabre beneath the other, a cocked-hat in 
one hand besides the three on his head, a pair 
of patent-leather boots tucked in his waist 
and any namber of loose garments flying al 
abroad about him: besides his bulging bag. 

‘*Troun de l'air!” cried the 2 ene d habits 
when he saw Lily, ‘‘ what a pretty girl!” 

‘* Will you bay a locket ?” eid the irl, shrink- 
ing from the man’s bold and holding out 
the trinket in her little trembling hand. She 
was desperate now. She would have had cour- 
age to ask the statue of Henry the Fourth on the 
Pont Neuf if he would buy a locket. 

‘* Carragoui de zeval,” exclaimed the Marseil- 
lais in return, ‘‘T am not a jeweler. What do 
you want for your little breloque, mon anze 
zérie?” 


‘* A hundred francs,” replied Lily, half chok- 


g. 
“*Masoulipatam |” shouted the marchand d’hab- 
its, who seemed to possess an inexhaustible arse- 
nal of strange execrations. ‘ Veux-tou mi roui- 
wer? Ma, I will be generous. Ze souis Chré- 
tien, moi, et pas cone Zouif. Twelve francs fifty 
centimes for our locket.” 

“No,” cried Lily, passionately. She could 
have strangled the man. 


in 


‘‘Quesaco! crrricuicoui!” continued the Mar- 


seillais. ‘‘Don’tflyintoatemper. I don’t 
jewelry on féte-days. Come and breakfast wi 
me. Alions manzer, allons boire!” And the 


eyes of the old-clothesman sparkled like unto 


live coals. 


Lily drew her shawl about her, and, spurning 


his offer, walkcd indignantly away. 
«pif de Pilate!” the ilais muttered, 


Barri ‘Prone to-night. Marchand d’hab- 
i-i-i-ita.” And with s and long- 
pegs y Bi digi ne” paw al 
ware yen only hehad spotied them 
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days; that many of the shops, 


humbler sort of people mostly wore clean 
and the grisettes ; that the 
of the School of St. Cyr 
holiday clothes; that the soldiers of 
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Féte de St. Louis.” 
Thus Madame de Kergolay ; and Lily had, of 


course, implicitly Believed her. But she could 
not help thinking now, as she watched the gayly 
dressed and laughing throngs hurrying past, 
that, if the Féte of St. Louis were in their hearts, 


the lights of the Fétes of July shone uncommonly 
bright in their faces. Every one looked happy ; 


every body must be happy, thought the poor Ii. 


tle outcast runaway, her sad heart sinking with- 
in her at the sight of the smiles and the joyous 


faces. She little knew that among that laugh- 


It was good that she should not know it. It 
would not have consoled her. She had not 
arrived at that age when ‘‘there is something 
not absolutely disagreeable to us in the misfor- 
tunes of our dearest friends.” The wretcheder 
she was herself—being, as you know, young 
silly, and not at all a woman of the world—the 
readier she was to sympathize with sorrow. She 


E 
: 


was but a little fool at tlie best, but she never 


grew out of that peg 
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-]-left.a P.P.C. card over the spectacles, on which 





some one had sketched the lineaments of a death's 






: fem this was a tact which you were 
— A oragheryeb ¥ degree of cer- 
rn ‘France before ber, 1 copy 
what f nder those circum- 
stances ond) newspaper, and so 
mach shall 66 BE ye ae eR 
Over against Lily.there sat an ancient ‘ 
sonage of the male sex, lean and long as Don 
ee eee under his hat. 
wep; Ses with a rabbit's skin 
collar; and ‘this cloak he fondled and 
cherished @ diminutive dog of, apparently, the 
turnspit breed. There was a strict i 
tion against the introduction of to the Cab- 
ing 8 6 ee ae 
gentleman probably of- 
fending dn regulates the last fifty 
years. He was the senior, the of the cus- 
tomers. Those who him were too 
old and feeble to resent his: malfeasance, and 
the lady at the counter was too much engrossed 
by Monsieur Horace St. Aubin to take notice 
pall, Sorin) apedboe “gers Still the old 
man ollie fe 2d ge lyre 
sional twinges of conscience. little dog 
tion feeling ed probab ; ld pec his 
time, A wou e his 
nose from beneath foldy of the mantle with 
a sharp yap, or a plaintive whine. And then 
Lily would hear the lean old man whispering in 
great trepidation to the refractory turnspit 


5 
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They were all full of love ; hut it was not the 
kind of love that Lily could comprehend, with 
which she could sympathize, or from which she 

derive any consolation. Silly girl, she 
raw and She had 


H 
E 
id 
i! 
u 
z 
=u 


1 
t 
i 
:2 
il 


i 
iH 
Es 
i 
fl 


Fé 
if 
#2 
if 
BF 
iF 
iFee 


iy 
i 
: 
| 
: 


af 


There were Marionettes pene Fp at | 
ee eae ae one an 

‘eed truge—n0 lear tage wt here ! 
‘ mutton — 
‘suspended to a hoop at the summit. What 
shouting and bing o. hands when a climb- 
er, his strained within an inch of the 
coveted prize, found the treacherous surface be- 
neath at ara ens 3 A 
os again, and fat-be- 
targets at which yoy could fire au blanc, and if 
ee earn re aa oe 
of the Napoleon arise, a jack-in- 
-a-box. 3 Spring top; roulette pla 

bear that best a tambourine; « goat that danced 


























these abounded. nd shrilly sounded above 
the myriad noises of the throng, and was audi- 
ble even in the intervals of blank cartridge firing, 
the voice of the man who sold cocoa. “A la 
fraiche! & la fraiche!” he cried. - A little round 
tower, with crenelated top bristling with many- 
colored flags, and hung with gay tinkling be 
was strapped to his back. Beneath his arm 

the brass pipe and tap from which he 
frothed his cool but mawkish beverage. Around 
his body was slung a wooden cestus, and thick 
hanging from it a store of goblets of burnjshed 
tin that shone as bright as silver. Still cried he, 
“ A la fraiche! & la fraiche!” his bells tinkling 
- and his flags waving through the jostling mass. 

There were no dandies here, no leaders of 
fashion, no eye-glass wearers, no fan-twirlers. 
You-might look around in vain for gold watch- 
chains, for varnished boots, for bright bonnets, 
or for robes of silk. This was the People’s fes- 
tival; and they, the People, pure and simple, 
were here in force. This was one of the three 
days in the year when Jacques Bonhomme was 
in his glory, and had the best of it. He might 
come in a clean blouse, or in a dirty blouse, or 
in his shirt-sleeves; but he was welcome to the 
show for nothing. So many hundred thousands 
‘of francs were set aside every year to amuse 
him, and to buy him toys, and to make him for- 
get his rights. He forgot them for the nonce ; 
but the paternal government who turned show- 
man on Jacques’s behalf found it impossible to 
make of the whole year one long July, and to 
have a festival every day. The result of which 
solution of continuity was, that when it wasn’t 
July, and there were no fire-works, dancing dogs, 

open-air theatres, and work was scarce and 
bread dtar, Jacques Bonhomme would turn on 
the government, suddenly renrember 
his rights, and rend his rulers in pieces. 

Lily thought it very kind indeed of the good 
gentlemen, whoever they were, who had pro- 
thing for it. had a vague idea, from some 
staring she had read on the walls, that 
the Prefect of the Department of the Seine had 
something to do with this grand merry-making. 
He must be a very good man, she thought. Per- 
haps it was his birthday. 

She had eaten and drunk nothing since break- 
fast; so, calling to mind that she was hungry, 
she dined frugally on two sous’ worth of ginger- 
bread and an apple. She had even the hardi- 
hood to stop one of the men who wore the round 
towers on their backs, and, —" 
him as “‘ Monsieur,” asked him for a glass 
cocoa. 


goblet with an air. 
“Drink,” he said, “belle dame. It is the nec- 
tar of the gods.” 


It wasn’t any of the sort. It was mere- 
ly boiled with 
a little ; but the merchant had such 
a wi with him that had he asseverated 
that the WN; of Arcot’s diamond was dis- 
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t animals, 
old white horse was to be baited by sundry 
mastiffs, she likewise avoided. 

But the wax-work show! the royal and im- 
perial exhibition of wax-work of Signor Venti- 
millioni (from Milan), she must see that. It cost 
i , but Lily paid them. 
himself took 


igh price 
Nobody can enter without paying, 
without entering is i 
os horiti 
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ten sous to see this t 


itis 
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* long 
impudently at Lily. What was there about the 
child that every one stared at her so? 

She drew aside a curtain that veiled the en- 
She started back with a 
shriek at the first object she saw. It was a co- 
lossal gendarme in a monstrous cocked-hat and 
jack-boots. His face, fringed with huge 
mustaches and chin - tuft, was as 
His eyes glared horribly with a 
gaze. In one gauntleted hand he brandished 
gleaming sabre. He looked like one of those 
ominous officers of the Convention Lily had seen 
in pictures, who came to conduct Marie Antoi- 
nette to the scaffold. He had come at last to 
take.her, she thought, shrinking in her inmost 
She was to be arrested for running away, 
and trying to sell her. locket! 

** You little imbecile,” cried a fat cattle-deal- 
er from Poissy, who had followed close on her 
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tion, when the voice of Signor V. 
heard in a shrill treble, frantically shrieking : 
“Les armes et less i 
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CS acy 
Wit Pacaa Hours come again, 
From the arms of the buried Years? 
Though we.call, we call in vain, . 
And they will not heed our tears. 
Why, O why were they slain 
By thy fears? 


Will the dead Love e’er return 
For all thy late desire ? 

Can ‘thy grief unclose Love's urn, 
Or make of the ashes fire, 

Though the cinders yet may burn 
Round the pyre? 


Alas end alas for the Gone! 

We mourn, and we mourn in vain, 
Like a ghost, or the dreamy tone 

Of some long-forgotten strain, 
Their memory haunts the Lone 

But with pain. 





PROFESSOR HALSTEAD’S GIRL. 


A crorcuery and contrary old chap was Joel 
Shellenbarger, a rich old farmer, as mulish as the 
donkeys in his barn. He had made his way in the 
world by the doggedest obstinacy—seizing hold of 
whatever came in his way, and retaining that hold 
as though life depended upon it. Joel's mulish- 
ness had literally been the making of him, though 
you migbtn't have considered the little pot-bellied, 
thick-skulled old man as much of a make after all. 

Joel had one son—a handsome, clear-headed, act- 
ive young man—tall, straight as a young larch, and 
as set in his way, when he c_.vse to have one, as old 
Joel himself, This son, as he grew up, had proved 
a great assistance to his fatherdin working the farm, 
and his services had been made the most of, the old 
mati managing to keep him at home with him some 
time after he ought to have been doing for himself. 
Not an acre of the father’s possessions was ever called 
the son's; he owned nothing in the world savea horse 
which some neighbor bad given him when it was a 
sickly colt, and some sheep obtained in much the 
same manner; the old man grudged him the 
keeping of these. 

Joel Sheiienbarger and his son Anson differed 
often, but there wefe two points on which the differ- 
énce amounted to something serious. The first 
point concerned education, for which the old man 
had a profound contempt—and the son had not. 
There ‘was a college some dozen miles from the 
Shellenbarger farm, and thither—having thorough- 
ly. prepared himself, in spite of fatherly thwarting 
and opposition--Anson betook himself, in spite of 
the same continued opposition, and by one coniriy- 
ance and another, and helped out by his mother’s 
smea)l marketing, kept himself there till he gradu- 
ated. Joel Shellenbarger contested the ground inch 
by inch, but afraid, in his selfishness, to do any 
thing more than be cbstinate, lest his son should 
leave him, That was the first point of difference, 
and that was how Anson settled it. The second 
was not likely to be of so easy an arrangement. 

At college Anson had found something besides 
graduating horors. He had chanced upon a very 
charming combination of brown curls and azure 


dainty lip at the homespun suit which his poverty 
and his father’s niggardliness compelled him to 
wear, never seemed to be conscious of any thing or 
any body else when he was by. 

In short, Anson had found some one to love, 
somebody that he wanted to marry, as he gravely 
informed his father. You should have seen the old 
man's eyes ; it was a mercy they were fast in their 
sockets, Here was gratitude! This Anson, having 
already defrauded his old father of so much of his 
time, was going now te set the seal upon his ab- 
surdity and disobedience by marrying a “town 
girl!” Bad enough te marry any one, seeing his 
father wasn't through with him yet—but a town 
girl! JIe should never consent, and every Shellen- 
barger acre should go to strangers before Anson 
—_— have one, if he persisted in an idea so ridicu- 

ous: 

“ Aud pray what harm is there in being a town 
girl?” questioned Barbie Halstead, when Anson told 
her, balf-langhing, half-vexed, and altogether rue- 
ful—-for withcut assistance from his father he could 
not marry Barbie for a long time yet. 

Anson laughed again, but with some embarrass- 
nient, sayiug, “ My father is afraid that a daughter 
of Professor Halstead would not make a very good 
farmer's wifs.” 

“Does he think?” Barbie hesitated, looking 
with smiling perplexity at her little white hands, 

** Thai these pretty hands don’t know much about 
brewing and baking, etc.? Exactly; I believe he 
thinks just that.” 

‘Then he thinks wrong,” said Barbie, reddening, 
and looking up at her lover with a comical little 
pout. “Didn’t I hear you say you needed a sery- 
ant at home? I’ve a mind to go down and offer for 
the place.” 

Anson laughed again, enjoyingly. 

“* We need one badly enough, but my father wifl 
not suffer one insi¢e the house,” 

* Why, how do you live then? Who cooks for 


stranger. The face—what could be seen of it—was 
a very curious one to be inside of such a bonnet and 
cap. Just now, as she the kitchen and 
Anson—herself still mus¢les about her 
mouth twitched nervously, and her eyes twinkled 
with roguish brightness. 

Presently Anson looked that way. 

Instantly the face took lugubrious length ; and 
coming into the room the girl said, insinuatingly, 
but without looking at him, 

“ An’ would ye be afther hirin’ a servant the 
day ?” and stood fidgeting with the fringe of her 
shawl. 

“] believe not,” said Anson, coloring with some 
annoyance, perhaps, at the nature of his employ- 
ment. 

“ Shure, Sir, an’ the lady that sint me—God bless 
her swate eyes !—said you'd be shure to take me on 
her riccommendation, which I has in me poeket— 
and here ‘tis now.” 

She gave him a little note, which proved to be 
from Barbie Halstead. Anson read it with very 
lover-like carefulness, but shook his head. 

‘*T am very sorry, my good girl, but we do not 
wkh to hire a servant.” _ 

“ Belike your father mayn’t object whin he sees 
me,” the girl persisted. 

Anson looked at the soiled white bonnet and the 
red feather, and repressed a smile, wondering what 
his father would say. But he was of too kindly a 
nature to be willing to expose even this servant to 
his father’s rough manner. He repeated what he 
had said before, assuring her that it would be of no 
use to see his father. 

The girl stood a moment—‘‘ If ye plaze, Sur, I'll 
just see him a momint. Belike he may take a lik- 
in’ to the look o’ me.” 

And before he could reply she had crossed the 
room, and stood upon the threshold of the next. 

Anson followed presently, curious to see what- 
sort of a reception she would get. 

‘‘Shure an’ I'll do plinty more'n I’m worth to 
yees,” she was saying with innocent emphasis as 
Anson entered. 

She talked rapidly, pouring out such a torrent 

of words that the old man could not by any possi- 
bility slip one in among them, and sat regarding 
her with an expression of the most ludicrous aston- 
ishment. 
This remarkable volubility completely baffled the 
old man’s slowness. He could not say a word if 
he wished to, and when she concluded at last with 
“ T kin make flap-jacks and corn-bread that 'd bring 
the very eyes out iv yer head, and make ye swally 
yer tongue with delightsomeness” (if he had a weak- 
ness it was for flap-jacks and corn-bread), he could 
only twirl his thumbs in a sort of delicious awe, 
and ask her with a cunning smile how. much she 
expected “ to git for doin’ all them things.” 

** Seventy-five cents a week,” was the prompt 
reply. 

With a still more cunning laugh Joel offered her 

py el, ee gaged rae Teale 
and he d himself, to use his own expression, 
“in for it.” To add to his chagrin, Anson stood 
by laughing with intense enjoyment. 

But the girl, without further ado, proceeded to 
disencumber herself of bonnet and shawl, and van- 
ished in the direction of the kitchen before any thing 
more could be said. 

As she shut the door she stole a glance at Anson 


and his father’s sweeping had been to brush the 
centre of the room, somewhat to the disadvantage 
of the rest. 

She did not look up as Anson entered ; but he sat 


tiny; but pore turned, and clasping both 


and looked annoyed in 


**Then, it is you, Barbie?” he said. ‘I was sus- 
something of the sort.” 


poor gi 
to be gittin’ her livin’ decently and honestly ?” 
And tha‘. was all he could get out of her. Hay- 
ing acknowledged her identity with Barbie for an 




















aarp is el we that se 
such an manner very 
of their neighbors even knew that Mrs. Shellenbar- 
ger was not as well as usual. Biddy—as she call- 
ed herself—had tidied the poor lady up in a won- 
derful manner. 


daring girl instituted. 

First, however, as much, perhaps, for her own 
peace of mind a8 Anson’s—knowing that mother 
and son were fast friends and always of one opinion 
—she told her secret to Mrs. Shellenbarger, and 
fairly wheedled the good lady into approval. 

It is true that she shook her head at first, and 
looked wondrously shocked. But it was so charm- 
ing to have those little soft hands fluttering about 
her, and to see such brightness and comfort spring- 
ing up around, that she could not, for her own sake, 
help countenancing, as much as silence could, Bid- 
dy’s mysterious presence. 

I haven’t time to give you all particulars, but 
having made so good a beginning, with true Irish 
facility, Biddy established herself in a very short 
time completely in the good graces of the old man. 

He had a lurking liking for neatness and order, 
and Mrs. Shellenbarger—poor lady !—wasn't a very 
tidy housekeeper. Under the new reign order grew 
out of chaos; the housé seemed in holiday garb all 
the time, and an atmosphere of social cheerfulness 
pervaded every thing. _ 

One morning—Biddy had said something about 
leaving the day befure—the old man ended a grum- 
bling complaint of Anson with, “I never see no 
good come of eddication yet. If it hadn’t ’a bin for 
that college business you might have taken a liking 
to a sensible girl, and she to you.” 

He glanced at Biddy as he spoke. She turned 
scarlet, and came near the dish she was 
holding. It was not the first time Anson had heard 
such insinuations, and he rather enjoyed Biddy’s 


trepidation. 
“ See here, father,” he said, roguishly: ‘‘just you 
pick me out a wife, and see what will come of it.” 


“The only girl I know of worth having wouldn't. 


have you, I say—would you, Biddy ?” Joel said, 
grumblingly, but suddenly turning to the girl. 
Anson was smiling maliciously. Bridget O'Flynn 
had kept Barbie's lover at a most tantalizing and 
unrelenting distance all this time. He was taking 
his revenge now. 
Making a desperate effort, Biddy rallied her con- 
fused senses to say, with considerable self-possession, 
“Shure, Sur, an’ it isn’t mesilf that ‘ll be afther 
havin’ ony mon till I'm asked.” 
‘Biddy, will you marry me?” said Anson, grave- 
his hand. 


ly, 
“T will that now,” said Biddy, promptly putting 
her hand in his, while old Joel came near choking 
with amazement. 

It was too late to’ recede, however, whether he 
had really wished such a thing or not, as they soon 
made him understand. He went out of doors pres- 
ently, and privately pinched himself to ascertain if 
he were in his senses or not, Seeing the two stand- 
ing by the window in close conyersation soon after, 
he crept with the same laudable intention toward 
them, under cover of the bushes that grew by the 

“Now, bie,” Anson was saying, laughingly, 
‘What is to be done next? . I must say you've 
managed wonderfully so far; but what do you sup- 
rae 98 oy eo te ee HE Oh ee 

aad 

“Not Biddy at all!” screamed Joel Shellenbar- 
ger, struck with a sudden suspicion of he knew not 
what, ‘as he started out of his covert. 

There stood Biddy, the white frill of her close cap 
as immense as ever. She laughed, though, when 
she saw him, and deliberately taking off her cap 
shook her bright curls all about her face, and reach- 
ing toward him her little hand, said, archly, “ Shure, 
Sir, an’ ye won't be afther hatin’ a poor girl be- 
See ee es Me 

‘* You—you Professor Halstead’s girl?” 

“ Professor Halstead is my father, Sir,” said Bar- 


‘ 

‘And you're not Irish ?” 

‘* Niver a bit!” 

The old man stood a moment, clouds gathering in 
his face. 


anger and amusement. 
Esxtooding that protiy Bend of ri 
sweetly, * You'l shake hands wth nes Sic?” 
Joel Shellenbarger turned back and gave his 
hand awkwardly,” girl took it in both hers, 
her bright arch face toward him, 


Joel hummed and hawed, and stammered out at 
last, ‘‘ Yes, yes; come back, Biddy—-I mean 
I mean Miss—” 


“ ” 





THE DEATH-LIGHT. — 


Tuer is a bird of the grossbeak tribe, called 
the baya, of which many curious stories are related 
by travelers in the East Indies, in some ; 

of which it is common. 

The baya is about the size of the roseate 
beak of this country, a bird which it also 
bles in form. Its plumage is brown, tinged 
and there with lemon yellow, and its beak, 
is remarkably thick and strong, is of the 
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winds it upon a reel; to feign death when aimed 
at with a toy pistol; to go through a variety of 


about in the light of the sun, but do 
that he troubles himself about the 


suppose 
you pay 


propounded, however, respecting the nigh 
of the baya. It appears that the nest of this bird 
is partially constructed of a sweet and glutinous 
fibre, to which the fire-flies are attracted, and by 
ee eS end aie” 
fering a succulent repast to the young ings. 
About the close of the last century, when peace 
had been proclaimed between the East India Com- 
poy Ge ee oes 9 eee 
ficer, serving in the army of the former, 


employed for some time as an interpreter, and finally 
as a Commissioner for negotiating terms of peace 
with certain frontier tribes. While thus acting he 
became acquainted with a beautiful young prin- 
cess, daughter of one of the rajahs of these people. 
His perfect knowledge of the language soon gained 
him the confidence of the rajah’s family, with whom 
he remained for several weeks; and the result was 


part of whom with regard to the of the 
house would in all have led to the death 
of both. The day arrived for the departure of 
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of his bearers. For a moment he was 





FROM DARKNESS INTO LIGHT. 


‘‘Wuar is the reason you object to live in the 
old family house, Alfred? The man who drove me 


however, if you can not understand the reason why 
no earthly inducement would bring me to occupy it.” 

‘“‘ Well, my memory is bad enough, I allow ; but 
when I left the ago, 
father and mother occupied it; and I never heard 
either you or your sister find any fault with it.” 

‘‘ Ah! I had forgotten. You have not heard of 
the dreadful affair which cut us up root and branch ; 
for I am the only survivor of the family left, except 
my poor sister, and I shall never a 

‘Crossed in love, eh? 1f you had come out to 
me in South America when it happened you would 
have forgotten it long ago, aad have come home as 
fully determined to marry and settle down as I am. 
But tell me ali about it, my dear old boy! Let me 
see—when I left college you had just entered on 
your first term.” 

“ Just so. Our parting was the first sorrow of 
my life. How well I remember my sister, my cousin 
Fanny, and myself walking with you to the station ! 
Fanny was net much to look at then; but if you 
had seen he: when she was two years older you 
would have thought her, as [ did, one of the most 
beautiful girls ‘he sun ever shone upon.” 

“T understand—eousin Fanny was the rock on 
which the happiness of your life was wrecked, as 
novelists say.” 

‘‘For Heaven's sake, Tom, do not speak another 
word in that jeering tone! I will tell you what has 
happened since, on condition that you do not speak 
of it again. { had but a few months longer to re- 
main at college when I was sent for, in consequence 
of the serious illness of my mother. On reaching 
home I found that Fanny was staying there, and 
during this time we were necessarily a great deal 
together. My sister was occupied in attendance on 
our mother, and could not often accompany us in 
our walks. Under other circumstances I might 
have seen so mauy different faces, have had so many 
visits to make, and have found so much amusement 
in field-sports and in talking with my father respect- 
ing alterations and improvements about the estate, 
that I should have had comparatively few oppor- 
tunities of associating with my cousin. As it was, 
we were in each other's society fur hours daily, The 
result of this constant association was that I became 
passionately attached to her; and when my mother 
had recovered so far as to be ow3 of danger, and I 
was about to return to college, I obtained from her 


looked forward with undoubting confidence to a life 
of happiness I was that man, My father and mo- 
ther were both favorable to our marriage, and there 
was no conceivable obstacle to oppose our wishes. 
The only person whom Fanny had to consult was 
her aunt, and there was nothing to fear from any 
objections on her part. 
“T do not 


sent from home, The freqwoncy with which he 
wrote to his aunt mollified her feelings toward him 
80 far as to induce her to increase 
but she said she had vowed that her whole 
should go to her niece on her 
would induce her to break this : 
_ “As Dwas leaving the college ¢ 
ing a familiar voice said ‘Good-morning, Mr. Al- 
fred,’ and a hand was held before me with a letter. 
I was so surprised that before I took the letter I 


painful news he had to give me like a man, he told 
me briefly that Fanny had disappeared on the pre- 
vious morning, and they had been seeking her 


all night im wain. On reading this letter I 
« quarter of an hour wus diving booatanads 
and 


rf 


in a quarter of an hour was driving 
first question as I jumped out of the gig 


ix 


my father’s hand was, ‘Have you found her?’ His 

answer was in the negative. He told me she had 

ot Dont alone before breakfast, as usual, and had 
n seen since. though been 

for in every place. ~ sought 

“It may have been a year or more before this 





and broom, and came out behind a remarkably fine 
old oak. I had no need to look further. Beneath 
this oak lay the dead body of the woman with whom 
I 


seen already, that she had been strangled. 

“No other motive for the murder except 
could be suggested; but whether she had been 
robbed or not nobody could tell, as at that early 
hour of the morning it was not likely she could 
have had any thing about her which any body could 


necessary 
gone through the next day, and a verdict of ‘ Will- 
ful Murder’ against some person or persons unknown 
was returned. Perfect love excludes every other 
feeling. I felt no shrinking horror at the sight of 
the dead body of my betrothed. Night and day I 
had remained beside the corpse; and it was while 
looking at the eyes, so changed since the mind had 


upon it, Every ob- 


if 
if 
| 
F 
3 
; 


place. These pictures were of course very much 
smaller than the eye itself, and it was therefore 


of the rooms to be made totally dark, and an open- 
ing to be made in the boards which were nailed 
over the windows just large enough to admit a 
single ray of light. This ray was made to pass 
through a su: cession of lenses, and also through the 
glass on whi: h the photographic image was printed, 
a sheet of p :pared paper being fixed to receive the 
magnified i .age, and record it in ineffaceable char- 
acters. 


** Conceive, if you can, the intense anxiety with 
which I waited for the development of the hidden 
secret. The day was unusually dull and wet, both 
circumstances which delayed the reproduction of 
the image. Hour after hour dragged along till the 
day ended, and the result was just sufficiently evi- 
dent to prove that a face was growing out of the 
en I heard knocking at the door, but 

took no heed of them. I felt neither hunger nor 
the want of sleep; but sat there on the floor through 
the long, long night, which seemed as if it would 
never come to an end, till I was half maddened by 
my eagerness and the fear that the murderer might 
have time to escape beyond the reach of discovery. 
I thanked God with all my soul when the first 





way; but inquiries made at the station failed to 
confirm this idea. 

“The continual sight of the effigy of the murder- 
er almost drove me out of my senses. My brain 


deeply, came 80 soon 
after the other calamity that I hardly felt it. 
‘Month after month I wandered up and down 
the streets from morning to night, avoiding no 
place, however infamous, where there was a chance 


watering-places. 
to Vienna, and from that city to Venice, having 
been drawn to the latter place by a paragraph in a 


my arrival in Venice was to Count Frasini, who, 
before we parted, gave me an invitation to a ball to 
come off in the evening. The Count occupied a 
palace facing the square of St. Mark, a very large 

i with 


visitors. gy beveertiee foe aw oy 
see all who ap- 


gentlemen making their way toward the spot where 
the Cor ntess was seated conversing with the young 


Austrian troops. The taller of the two bent 

was get 

tinct view of his face; but the 

last found the man [ had been so long seeking. 
but 
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into the square; but it was not that by which I 
entered, which was at some distance and surro’ 
by servants and boatmen. I looked ‘ 
the square, uncertain which way. to 
suddenly I saw a bright flash at the 
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I could only imagine it to be the man I 
ing. Nevertheless, I rushed across the 
fast as I could run toward him. I ov 
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not speak for the moment, 
ment; and just as I was about to raise my voice 
help I felt a sharp pain, and a descent through 
air, followed by a sensation of extreme cold. 

this I was half conscious of a cry that an 
was in the water, and then I seemed to fall 
A long sleep it must have been; for it was 
afterward before I knew that I had been thrown 
into a canal, from whence I had been taken*by some 
boatmen who were close to me with their gondolas 
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not you by specifying any more of the 
T visited. I had Kened thes sey cleo ee 
married and was very happy ; and in utter wearl- 
ness and almost despair of succeeding in again 
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By going this way I had to pass through « 
; and directly I stepped out from beneath the 
trees I saw crossing the field, about a stone’s-throw 
distant from me, a man carrying 2 gun. I stepped 
out briskly to overtake him. The had been 
newly plowed, so that he did not seem to hear m 
steps till I was close to him, when he turned round, 
and we stood face to face. The sun was going down, 


at 


the constables come to fetch him away. He may 
have understood why I withdrew my eyes from 
him, for he recovered his strength 

and seized me 
than I, and I 


notwithstanding. 
wrestled with him, to throw him, but I could get no 


succeeded in forcing me backward to the earth. Stil 
I held ‘1h, bat he could now my throat with 
fall fore, and it was I now pefedsiin. im 
save my own life. My head seemed to be 

to a monstrous size, and this was the last thing I 


remember. 
“*T lay in the field all that night. In the morn- 
ing I was seen by the man whe came to finish the 


had a dreamlike consciousness of what was being 
done. By the time I-was laid on the bed [ had re- 
covered so far as to be able to speak, and the first 
words I was an order to a man to ride as hard 
as he go to the police-station aiid bring back 
with him the superintendent. 


Her eyes were red and swollen, and she looked so 
worn and pale that I feared she was ill. After an- 


photographs of poor Fanny's murderer, and have 
never seen one, have you? I thought not,’ I con- 
tinued; ‘but if you open the pockot-book which is 
in the breast-pocket of my coat you will ses it." 


“ She opened it, took out the portrait, and, look= 


ing at it, said, ‘This is not it. This is my has 
band’s portrait. Where did you get it ?" 
*** Your husband! Fanny's brother !—her mur- 


‘ For several hours she remained totally insensi- 


“Twas thankful, when I was told that the super. 


intendent had arrived, that I had not had time or 
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OFF MOBILE-—SHELLING A BLOCKADE-RUNNER.—[Sxe Pacx 542.) 
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THE RUINS OF CHAMBERSBURG—BANK AND FRANKLIN 


THE RUINS OF CHAMBERSBURG—THE TOWN-HALL—Puorocaarusp ox Bumine & Waiwox,—[Sun Pace 642] 
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OFF MOBILE. 


Now that Farracur's fleet has attacked Mobile, 
the illustrations which we furnish of the blockade 
off that port and of the rebel fleet must prove doubly 
interesting to our readers. Fort Morgan is the prin- 
cipal defense of the city, at the entrance of Mobile 
Bay. The city itself is thirty miles distant, even 
after Forts Morgan and Gaines have been passed. 
Fort Morgan is so tompletely embanked with earth- 
works that only the ramparts are visible. At the 
left of one of the sketches may be seen the piles 
which obstruct the main passage into the bay. The 
lower sketch represents the Metacomet, the Monon- 
gahela, oad the Seminole shelling a blockade-runner, 
supposed to be the Dubeigh, which ran aground while 
trying lately to get out to sea. The Metacomet is a 
double-ender, Our fleet at Mobile now consists of 
the following vessels : 


F.ag-sat?—Hartford, screw sloop, 20 guns. 
+ 
Winnebago, 2 turret Monitor ......---- guns. 
Seeman, 2 tena ees scaccesoede Som. 
Tecumseh, 1 turret Monitor. .....-.--+- guns. 
m, 1 turret Monitor.....+..+++ 2 guns. 


Manhatta 
Focr Mississippi River iron-clads ...... 10 guns, 


less many anx- 


a 
muffled roar it came, and as from the eruption of a 
volcano—which it much gm IP 
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DOUBi.E-ENDERS. 





Besides these, there are five tugs, carrying two 
guns each. 





BURNING OF CHAMBERSBURG. 


~ ‘We illustrate on page 541 THE Borwine oF 
Cramnerssure by the rebels, July 30. A large 
rebel force was near at hand, but only a few hun- 
dred cayalry-men were employed in the work of 
conflagration. The burned district covers all the 
business portion of the town and some of the finest 
private residences. Not a store escaped: hotels, 
mills, manufactories—all were consumed. The 
view of Main Street, given in one of the sketches, 
will suggest to the reader the completeness of the 
work. The rebel General presiding over this car- 
nivel of destruction was M‘CausLanp. He de- 
manded $506,000 as the alternative of this outrage, 
knowing wel! enough that it could not be raised. 
It is estimated that the loss is not less than four 
millions of doliare. Two thousand five hundred 
people lost their homes. Asif this was not enough, 
the rebel soldiers added insult to injury, thus inter- 
preting their chivalry to defenseless women and 

elpless children. Bedridden old women even did 
not elicit any compassion in the breasts of these 
rebels. Uncoftined corpses had to be buried hastily 
in gardens to save them from the flames. In ail 
the roads leading toward Harrisburg were multi- 
tudes of men, women, and children.flying fram the 
flanies, with no clothing except that on their per- 
sons, and no provision against hunger and roofless 


' @xposure. 


Much blame has been ‘thrown upon General 
Covcn. But it is clearly impossible that he or any 
other General could protect Pennsylvania from being 
at some point infested, and if infested by an army 
regardless of the amenities of civilized warfare the 
result was inevitably such as we have described. 





THE EXPLOSION OF THE MINE 
BEFORE PETERSBURG. 


Tue explosion of the mine before Petersburg, 
August 30, and the assault which followed it, forin 
the subject of our illustration on pages 5386 and 
537. Our artist furnishes the following graphic de- 
scription : 

The picture is from a sketeh made upon the Fifth 

Corps line at the time when the cannonade opened 
along the entire front, just before sunrise. The 
crest of Cemetery Hill, above which is visible the 
steeples of the ‘‘Cockade City,” as the natives de- 
light to term it, was the goal the army had in view, 
it being the key of the whole position. Upon and 
in front of this gentle rise the rebels built their in- 
trenchments. Of what is on the top of it but little 
is visible. In front, however, is a line of works for 
infantry and artillery, rendered so strong by nature 
and the art of the engineer as to be extremely hard 
to penetrate. It was on a portion of this line that 
the mins was exploded, not in a fort or redoubt, 
which could have been held with greater prospect 
of success, bat in a re-entering angle or indentation 
of the general line, entirely enfiladed on each flank, 
and open to a fire in the rear. The ‘three tiers” 
of fortifications spoken of by correspondents do not 
exist except in their imagination, inflated by the 
stories of stragglers and coffee-boilers. Our lines 
can be traced by the smoke of the artillery fire, rep- 
resenting a portion of the Fifth and Ninth Corps. 
in the fore-ground is a battery of 10-inch mortars, 
under the personal supervision of Colonel Ansorr, 
and beyond them, on the front line, another battery 
of 8-inch mortars, and some of the light batteries 
of the Fifth Corps, of which Colonel Wamswricut 
is chief of artillery. The assistant chief, Major 
FrrzaucH, a gallant officer, was wounded during 
the engagement. 

Coming upon this line soon after daylight of the 
80th ult., a calm and clear morning, the rebels were 
plainly visible sitting about, and strolling upon and 
in front of their parapets, at the progress 
we had made, and enjoying the cvol air, apparently 


rebels in their turn charged our men, yelling as they 
came up. In this attack they were successful, driv- 
ing some back and capturing others, in spite of the 
staggering volleys they received; and it then be- 
came evident the attack had failed, with more men 
lost than would have been if they had pushed on 
and taken the crest of the hill. ° 





BLUE-BELLE. 


A cnItpisu face, too smooth and soft, you would 
have thought, for suffering ; yellow hair falling into 
waves around it; dimples in the cheeks; red, dewy 
lips, pouting a little; a round, pliant chin; and 
curves like a baby’s where the little head was set 
on the full, white throat ; a character without force 
enough, you would have said, to be bad or good—a 
passive, plastic nature, on which other stronger 
souls could stamp themselves, and coin saint or sin- ‘ 
ner as fate ordered. Looking out of the window 
just now with a vague discontent, a sort of longing 
for some one to do something—for a sensation. 

That was Belle Lansing—Blue-belle they all call- 
ed her, by virtue of deep-blue eyes, and dresses 
which she almost always wore to match them. 

What had Colonel Eustace thought when he gave 
heart and soul into such frail keeping? His love 
for her was unaccountable, people said; but people 
say that of almost all love affairs. Lookers-on never 
understand the game of hearts. What the players 
call tramps and honors are very common cards to 
them. At any rate Colonel Eustace was not a 
common man, Women whose shoe-latchets Blue- 
belle was not worthy to unloose would have been 
proud of his love. He was past his youth, but in 
the rich prime of his manhood. He had learned 
the lessons thirty-five years of life held for him, 
gained strength, courage, and patience in his battle 
with fate, and stood now on the summit he had 
gained a hero. Only one thing he had missed “in 
his life’s full scope”’—love. And what uncanny 
fate was it that introduced him to Blue-belle ? 

He had seen so little of women. They might 
have souls and minds for all he knew; doubtless 
they had; but he only looked in them for two things 
—hearts and faces. The face must be fair, and the 
heart—of course faces were but reflections of hearts, 
and through sunny eyes what could shine but a 
sunny nature ? : 

He saw Blue-belle walking under the elm-trees 
that arched like the roof of a temple over the straight 


cent-looking blushes—came and went on her cheeks. 
Blue eye’, rosy, parted lips, graceful fotm, light steps 
—surely here was Nature’s master-piece. Like so 
many men of his age he fell straight into love. He 
did not pause to analyze or consider. That she was 
a good, simple girl—as men of thirty-five believe 
all girls of seventeen to be good and simple—he 
never doubted, He did not ask in her any thing 
for the highest part of his nature to mate with. 
That had sufficed for itself hitherto. He wanted 
some one to pet, to caress, to be fond of; some one 
who would make home for him 
i pete som If she had a heart she 
never found it out yet; but ambition, pride— 
innocent-looking little creature as she was—these 
were not wanting. panty iy ie lang 
army, was a great personage eyes. felt 
herself distinguished and she 





but three weeks wherein to secure what appeared to 
him just then to be the chiefest treasure the earth 





with memory and anticipation. 
She wanted something tangible and present—some- 
thing to enjoy. = 

Behind her, sitting thus at the window and mur- 
muring vague discontents, came Madge, her sister. 
Daughters of the same parents, reared in the same 
home, called by the same family name—sisters in 
so far; but in every thing else, in looks as well as 
in nature, aliens. Madge was dark and thin; not 
without her own claims to beauty, but beauty of a 
very different kind from Belle’s. It was beauty 
that did not catch the eye readily—a loveliness not 
of shape or tint, though her features were clearly 
cut and noble, and the long dusky hair matched in 
shade the great dark eyes. But it was only now 
and then that her eyes told you any thing, or any 
color came into the clear olive of her cheek. Usu- 
ally her face revealed little, and her thin lips closed 
resolutely over all that her heart felt. Now and then, 


‘though, her eyes blazed with scorn, or softened with 


a tenderness which was mightier than natures like 
Blue-belle’s could ever fathom. Just now, as she 
came up to the window, there was meaning enough 
in-her face. You Could see in it a certain kind of 
love for the weak, pretty child she looked at, but a 
love touched with contempt and vexation. Her 
voice was earnest and honest, and her words might 
have seemed ungentlg if some unexpressed tender- 
ness had not her tones. 

“ Belle, you vex me. You are not worth one of 
Colonel Eustace’s thoughts. Sitting here sighing 
for fresh excitements, and he scarcely a week gone. 
He ought to despise you!” 

‘See if you could make him!” and even Madge 
was not proof against the charm of the small, mu- 
tinous mouth—the rebellious, provoking blue eyes. 
he spoke more gently. 

‘* But, Belle, you are not a child any longer; for 
the sake of your own womanhood put away childish 
things. If Colonel Eustace loves you, why are you 
not contented? What more of honor could one wo- 
man ask? Why are you not satisfied to think of 
him, to live for him? This craving for new excite- 
ments is unworthy of you both. Have you no 
heart?” 

“If I have not whose faultisit? Jdid not make 
my own nature,” and angry tears sparkled in the 
blue eyes. ‘‘ Neither you nor John Eustace has a 
right to ask me to be any thing but myself. If you 
don’t like me as I am leave me. I never made any 
great professions to Colonel Eustace, or gave him 
any reason to think I could love in the exclusive, 
altogether-satisfied, high-and-mighty manner you 
and he talk about.” 

“No, but he saw himself reflected in you, and you 
let him go on believing that you loved him—you 
know you did. As for the kind of love he had no 
idea of any kind but one. To him love is love.” 


half unwilling lips silenced her. 

After that came a visitor, another military hero— 
Captain Denham. Recruiting in the village, and 
riding by, he saw at the window the blue eyes, and 
the primrose face with its yellow hair framing it, 
and remembered an introduction at a ‘‘ Sanitary 
Fair” which gave him a right to call, so he drew 
rein at the gate. He, too, was there for only a few 
weeks, and then he was going to the war, a Captain 
of Volunteers. He was quite of Blue-belle’s kind; 
young, merry, handsome, and a little thoughtless. 
He had more heart than she, to be sure, for he had 
not wasted it on so many flirtations. 

He, too, fell straightway in love, and began with 
all humility to wear Blue-belle’s fetters. Of course 
she did not mean to care for him. She considered 
herself betrothed to Colonel Eustace, and she meant 
to marry him if the rebel shot and shell should spare 
her her bridegroom. If she had not been so‘fettered 
Denham would have suited her well. Of good fam- 
ily, rich, and full of the courage and grace of a youth 
at once noble and undisciplined, he was ten times 
Sea ee 

n; eyes on that, and 
herself that she was devoted to Basan Oopeae 
Denham, she would have said, amused her—supplied 
the missing excitement for which she had been long- 
ing. So she went over again with him the same 
paths she had trodden at John Eustace’s 


against ber. 
hair, lock of which lay clooe to athetat tar’ 
a heart too noble for her to understand. 
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The truth was, she came a great deal nearer 
loving him than she had ever done to loving Eu- 
stace—he was nearer her age, more of her kind. 


s 


two men she loved, and should encourage both, was 
a state of things she could neither 


best could. She found a crumb of comfort in think- 
ing that her two lovers were not very likely to know 
each other, though both were with the Army of the 
Potomac. She thought there would be little prob- 
ability of intimacy or acquaintanceship between a 
Colonel of regulars and a Captain of volunteers. 
Besides, as she said to Madge, it was an even chance 
that they would both be killed, and ten chances to 
one that one or the other would be. 

** And you would marry the survivor, whichever 
he might be?” Madge questioned, with a wrathful 
blaze in her eyes, and an intensity of scorn in her 
tone that made Blue-belle quake a little. 

After a while both of them wrote to her, and as 
it never rains but it pours, both letters came on the 
same day, and between them made Belle Lansing 
more uncomfortable than she had ever been in her 
life. She saw how both depended on her and loved 
her—how each one regarded her as his future wife. 
To see how true and honest they had been did at 
last rouse some late remorse in her heart ; but pres- 
ently, as she turned a leaf in Captain Denham’s 
letter, all contrition was swallowed up in one agony 
of fear. He spoke of Colonel Eustace as his best 
friend. A family connection, of which Belle had 
not heard before, was the explanation; but Den- 
ham said the kindness he had received from the 
Colonel was something more than he had had any 
right to expect. He wrote of him with a frank en- 
thusiasm, a warmth of attachment, which filled 
Belle witfiterror. Of course, she thought, he would 
tell the Colonel about her. Judging him, as wo- 
men are apt to judge men, by herself, she thought 
it would be impossible for him to keep from so dear 
a friend a secret which lay so near his heart. 

Her dismay was intense. If there had not been 
something ludicrous in it it would have been pa- 
thetic. They would talk her over together, and 
they would both hate her. ‘ Wouldn't they?” 
This question to Madge, who had been listening to 
her bewailings in unsympathetic silence. 

‘‘No!” Madge did not think Colonel Eustace 
would hate her. She thought the feeling he would 
have for a woman who was too weak to know her 
own mind would be better described by another 
word than hate. As for the Captain, he was young 
and in love—besides, he was the latest comer—per- 
haps he would overlook all. 

But even this view of the subject was scarcely 
consolatory to Blue-belle. The higher grapes hang 
the sweeter they are-to natures of her kind. With 
the thought that probably Colonel Eustace would 
not want her returned an intense admiration for 
him. Sherecalied his noble p ; his eloquent 
words; his manly, unselfish love ; and began to ad- 
mire him franticly, and think if she lost him there 
would be no more stars in her sky. Madge, who 
knew her better than she knew herself, believed 
that the lesson would di her good. As for Colonel 
Eustace, she thought that when he should know all 
it would help him to an understanding of himself 
and his own needs, which would insure him against 
heart-break—if indeed such a word as heart-break 
be issible in remotest connection with six feet 
of flesh and blood under the uniform of the 
United States. 

The next letter was from Colonel Eustace, and 
came for Madge. While in her neighborhood the 
Colonel had scarcely noticed Blue-belle’s dark and 
quiet elder sister. It was singular how clearly her 
image came back to him when an emergency ar- 
rived where strength was needed. 

Strong as Madge was her fingers trembled 
little when she held his letter in them. Why had 
he written to her? It was just after a great battle 
—was there something he feared to say to Belle? 
Was some one wounded—or did he know all, and 
was Captain Denham dead? She was thankful 
that Blue-belle was out, and she could read the 
letter with no questioning, watching eyes waiting 
for its tidings. She opened it, and it seemed scarce- 
ly a moment before she understood all. 

The night before the battle Captain Denham had 
come to him with a letter to be forwarded, in case 
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He had need of better nursing than the regular at- 
tendants could give, in this time of hurry and con- 
fusion—if there had been any truth in that love in 


t to, come to the hospital at once? 

As raised her eyes she met Belle’s. She 
had come in from walking, and Madge had been 
too much absorbed to notice her footsteps. She 
stood there, her face white with a desperate terror, 
looking at the handwriting she knew so well on the 
cover of the letter her sister was reading. 

Madge knew not how to soften her tidings. She 
felt helpless. She just handed the letter to Belle, 
and kept silence until the girl had read it all through. 
Then she asked, simply, 

‘* How soon can you be ready?” > 

“Oh, Madge, I can not, can not go! How could 
Iever see Colonel Eustace? I should die of shame.” 

Madge looked at her sternly. 

“Belle,” she said, in a tone as relentless as an 
avenging conscience, ‘‘ which of those men did you 

‘love? It is no time for folly or self-deception when 
death is waiting for one of your victims.” 

Belle trembled. For the first time in her life 
she looked resolutely into her own soul and sound- 
ed its depths. Then she answered as solemnly as 
if she were speaking at the Judgment, 

‘**T loved Ralph Denham. Colonel Eustace only 
dazzled me. I thought his attentions were a great 
honor, and I did not know what love was. But I 
did not know either that I loved Denham until this 
news came. If he dies it will be God's punishment 
for my sin.” e 

‘Do you love him, and hesitate about going to 
him for fear of Colonel Eustace’s scorn? Child, 
you will rue it all your life if you falter now. You 
must go to-day.” 

They had no one to ask. They were orphans, 
the two girls, and the aunt who lived with them 
and was indebted to them for home and comfort 
never thought of criticising their proceedings. 
Madge was the ruling spirit in all emergencies. 
She got Belle ready, and packed the things they 
would both need. Belle noticed nothing, but when 
they were at the dépét she said, appealingly, 

“If you were only going, Madge!” 

“Of course Iam. You did not thirk I should 
send you alone?” 

After that Belle said no more. She performed 
the journey mechanically. At its close Colonel 
Eustace met them. He had made sure that they 
would come. He bowed to Belle gravely and re- 
spectfully, and answered Madge’s inquiry for Cap- 
tain Denham with as few words as possible. 

“Yes, he is alive still. Are you able to go at 
once to the hospital ?” 

They found the patient very ill. Belle’s eyes 
filled with bitter tears as she heard him ask for her, 
in pleading, helpless tones. She bent over him, 
untroubled now even by John Eustace’s eyes, and 
pressed her lips to his face. 

“‘T am here, Ralph; I will not leave you.” 

Strength seemed to go out from her: eourage to 
breathe from her lips. She seemed to infuse some- 
thing of her own vitality into the man she nursed. 
He began to improve from the very night of her 
coming. She watched him week after week, as he 
climbed slowly upward from the valley and shadow 
of death, the darkness in which he had seemed to 
stand. During those weeks she grew into woman- 
hood. The playful, selfish child was gone forever. 
A woman-nature looked out of her blue eyes, which 
many tears had softened. There would be no dan- 
ger now of her ever doubting again who she loved. 

When at last Captain Denham tose from his bed 
of pain, thin, pale, lame, and disabled for evermore 
from fighting in his country’s wars, she made her 
humble confession to him—told him the whole sto- 
ry of her acquaintance with Colonel Eustace—her 
uncertainty, even after she knew him, who held her 
heart, until the sharp blade of anguish had probed 
it and revealed its secret. . 

“Can you ever forgive me?” was her concluding 
sentence. . 

He looked at her sadly. 

‘Is my forgiveness worth any thing, Blue-belle? 
Could you ever marry me, halt, feeble, helpless ?” 

Her eyes answered him; her cheeks, where the 
blushes came and went as of old; last of all the 
trembling lips, which he closed with his kisses. 

That day, too, Colonel Eustace stole an hour to 
talk with Madge. . 

“If L only dared to say I love you; but how can 
I hope you will believe me when you know all I 
felt for Belle—when I saw you at the same time I 
saw her, and did not choose you—did not recognize 
you? And yet, Madge, if you only could believe 
that I offer you no second place in a worn-out heart, 
but first love, best love, of which the other was only 
a prefiguring dream, you could be all the world to 
me.” 

To him, her first lover, Madge Lansing raised her 
eyes—those great, dark eyes, full now of light and 
splendor, uttering her soul as no words could; and 
he, from henceforth to be her other self, understood 
her, knew that there could be no more doubt be- 
tween them. ‘ 

So once in this world of tangles all came out 
right, and four hearts were happy, in spite of a girl's 
fickleness and a man’s pride. ; 
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Via Groton and Providence. 
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rooms are of these “* floating palaces.” 
Sure 
made with Newport, the W: Places on the North and 
South shores in Massachusetts, Great Eastern routes 


for Maine, and for the White Mountains. 
Berths and State-Rooms may be secured at Harnden's 
Express Office, 74 Broadway, and 
No. 115 WEST Street, New York, 
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No. William Street, near Fulton, New York. 
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KNOWING AND DOING EVERYTHING NEEDFUL. 
THIS IS A BOOK!—A book that tells you what to do, 
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Skin, Sore Throat, &o. 


A single dose of from one to four of Brandreth's Pilis, 
according to age and constitution, offen cures, and in all 
cases the miserable itching is at once allayed after the op- 
eration. Be wise, purify your blood, and possess a skin 
free from eruptions, and a throat free from phlegm. 

BRANDRETH'S PILLS are sold at 25 cents per box 
enveloped in full directions. Purchase none unless my 
PRIVATE GOVERNMENT STAMP is on the box. See 
upon it B. BRANDRETTI in white letters. 

PRINCIPAL OFFICE, BRANDRETH BUILDING, 

NEW YORK. 

For sale by all respectable dealers in medicines. 
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The high premium on gold, and the increased rate of 





| duty on Watches, have greatly diminished the importa- 


tion of those of Foreign Manufacture; and it is now im- 
possible to purchase a Watch of or Swiss 
make, except at a FABULOUS PRICE. 


THE AMERICAN WATCH COMPANY, 
of Waltham, Masz., 

make by far the BEST and absolutely the CH BAP- 

EST Watches in the market; and with the late ex- 

tensive addition to their Factory, together with the in- 

crease of the working power, they have ample facilities 

for supplying the steadily increasing demand. 
ROBBINS & APPLETON, 

Agents for the American Watch Co., 

182 Broadway, New York. 
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Read Medical Common Sense. 


A curious book for curious people, and a good book for 
every one. Price, $1 50. To be had at all news depots. 
Contents tables mailed free. Address 

Dr. E. B. FOOTE, No. 1180 Broadway, N. Y. 
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“One of Many.” 


A Soldier's letter to Professor Holloway. The following 
letter is among the last received from the Army of Gen’! 
Grant. It is only one of many hundreds of genuine let- 
ters which are kept on file at the United States Agency 
for the sale of Holloway'’s Medicines, 80 Maiden Lane, 
New York. 

CuaTranooea, Tenn., 
January 81st, 1864. 

Professor Holloway, Sir—I have used a few Boxes of 
your excellent Pills, and now I send money for two boxes. 
If the sum is not the required amount, send me one box, 
and let me ':now what is the required sum. I think if 
some of your circulars, &c., were here, there would be a 
great many of the boys sending to you for Pills, The 
Army doctors are not the best in the world. 

I am very respectfully yours, 
L. T. MULCREAN, 
24 Minn. Vols., Head-Quarters 3d Division, 14th 
Army Corps, Chattanooga, Tennesree. 
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MAKING ONE'S FRIENDS USEFUL. 


Borper Correrneap. “Glad to see you and your men, General. 
I’m your friend, and allus has been. 


the South, and cussed the Yankees. 
nothin’ of mine, will you, General?” 

Repnet GENERAL. 
‘friend, you'll be glad of a chance to help us. 
Grain, 


“Of course, we won't take any thing from you. 


and we'll pay you in Confederate Notes for all you have. 


I’ve allus stood up for 
You won't take 


But, as you’re our 
We want all your Cattle, and Horses, and 
Here, boys! be lively, 


aud take along whatever our friend has that will help the Cause.” 


(Corrernean thinks himself sold.) 





FISK & HATCH. 
Bankers and Dealers in Government 
Securities. 

No. 38 Wall Street, New York. 

_ POLLAK & SON, 


MEERSOHAUM MANUFACTURERS, 
, 692 Broadway, Near 4th St., N. Y., 
» Wholesale and Retail. Pipes cut to 
5 order and repaired. All goods war- 
ranted genuine. Send stamp for Cir- 
cular, or $3 for r sample pipe. 

A Word to our Pair Readers. — Health the 
basis of Bewsty.—Pimples, blotches, and all skin diseases. 
_A clear complexion is not only essential to female love- 
liness, but it ts equally an external evidence of health— 
while sallowness, pimples, and all cutaneous eruptions are 
in-licative of a distarbed condition of the stomach and liv- 
+r. Upon these organs the famous aperient and tonic 
known as Holloway's Pills, act with a directness, precision, 
an’ rapidity unparalleled in Medical Science, while the 
Ointmeut purges the vesicles of the skin, and imparts a 
brilliancy and roseate tint to that delicate envelope. All 
who value health and beauty shoul beware of tampering 
with cosmetics, a8 they are not only pernicious but highly 
dangerous to health, 

*,* Sold at the manufactory of Professor Hottoway, 80 
M: AY ien Lane, New York. 


Wm. Knabe & Co., 
merce of 
OLD MEDAL 
Grand and Square ipicienr 
Baltimore, Ma. 
Certificates of excellence from 
Thalberg, Gottschalk, Strakosch, G. Satter, 
and other leading artists. “ 
Every KE warranted for 
YEARS. 


VERMILYE & CO., 
No, 44 Wall Street, New York, 
Bankers and Dealers in all kinds of Government Stocks. 
U. S. 7.30 Treasury Notes, 
converted into 6 per cent. Bonds of 1881. 
The Bonds ot New 10-40 Loan on hand for 


immediate delivery. 




















A SWEET AND 


PERFUMED BREATH. 


What lady or gentleman would remain under the curse 

of a disagreeable breath, when, by using the 

BALM OF THOUSAND FLOWERS, 
it would be cured? How many lovers it has separated!!! 
low many friends forever parted! Tue Sussect 18 80 
Deuioate, your nearest friend will not mention it; and 
you are yourself ignorant of the fact. To effect a radical 
cure, use the Balm as a tooth-wash night and morning. 

For bathing suffering infants, a few drops poured into 
a basin of waterwill dispel all fever, tetter, &c. 

When used for washing Lae es and morning, it eradicates 
all Tan, Pimples, and Fr ta} rendering the skin soft 
and white, and free from blemis 
Price 7§ Cents. For sale = all Druggists. 








Arms and Military Goods 


of every description. 


Schuyler, Hartley & Graham, 


19 Maiden Lane, NEW YORK. 22 John Street, 
31 Rue du Chateau d*Eau, | 154 Sand Street, 
Paris. Birmingham. 





Good News for the 
Army. 


Hereafter we will send, post-paid, any of our PHOTO- 
GRAPHIC ALBUMS ordered by soldiers for themselves 
or friends, giving an Album of the full value of the mon- 
ey sent. 

Our Albums have the reputation of being superior to 
all others in beauty and durability, and range in price 
from 50 cts. to $50. 

Our catalogue of 

CARD PHOTOGRAPHS 
now emb about 5000 officers, 7 and navy, states- 





PRESIDENTIAL 


Campaign Medals. 
Of every description now ready in Pin and Medal. Trade 
orders solicited and promptly filled at Factory prices. 
Wholesale Depot C ot Campaign Medal Co.,436 Broadway, N.Y. 








MME RING 


Cured by Bates’ Appliances. For descriptive pamphiet 
address H. C, L. Mears & Cv., 277 W. 28d St., NY 


Kendall’s Amboline 
Por the Hair. 


Will surely. prevent bair falling out. 
The best Hair Dressing in the market. 
For eale by all Druggists, 


Prepared only by 
WARING & CO., 
85 Dey Street, New York. 











The E. exquisite Toilet Articles of the 
SOCIETE HYGIENIQUE OF N. Y. 


Send for a p.vspectus as below. 


Vixataue pe Tormetrs, Soverticn Cosmetic, Restora- 
tive and Sanitary, $1 25 and 65 cts. per bottle. Jaron- 
ICA, FOR THE Harr, Exeeant, Certain, but only harm- 
less restorative, $1 and 50 cts, per bottle. Hos Pauo- 

_ gone, THe Detieutrvut O11, T5cts. Mag- 
NOLIA Purvocome, Tue Exquisite Po- 
map, 75 cts, One sixth off by the dozen. 
if your druggist has not these articles, 
take no other, but remit with your order 
to VICTOR E. MAUGER, 115 Chambers 
St.,N. Y., sole agent for the Society, and 


men, actors, copies of works of lem Catalogue sent 
on receipt of stamp. 
Stereoscopes and Stereoscopic Views. 
Our assortment of these is very extensive, including a 
great variety of views of the — war, 


Catalogue sent on a mp. 
E. & HoT. “ANTHONY & CO, 
501 Broadway, New York. 
Manufacturers of Photographic Materials, 


CARPET WARP. 


Tobacco Twine, 
Twines and Paper. H. A. HARVEY, 84 ~~ Lane,N.Y. 

















$8.22 WATCH. r $10 


an Wr s ee Goip Piatep Warton, Double 
size, enameled dial, cut hands, 


by h Mogem Saha Cason timo eapen. 
A single one sent by mail in neat case, WITH A 
BEAUTIFUL VEST OnAIN, for only 10. 


to the Army. Sent free by mail, for only 
Address CHAS. P. NORTON & CO., Importers, 38 & 40 
Ann Street, New York. 


Davis Collamore & Co., 


479 Broadway; below Broome St., 


Importers OF FinE Cutna, WEDGEWOOD, PaRian, &c., 
&c. Enonavep Giass to order in great variety. 
Covorep Stonz Cains Droine Sets. 


Vineland Lands. To all W: Farms. 
and thri mild and healthful cli- 
mate, 








ving settlement, 
wee oan Seen by a Rich 
rod large crops, which can now be seen grow- 
ag nem a iy are a Mf 
$35 acre, pa years. 
for manufactories others. Churches, schools, 
oS ee ee eae San 
Kast or West. undreds are settling and buil The 


tracts, in an almost pos 
vor pleasant farming Ghat we know of thie olde of the 
Western prairies. 





all sizes and styles. E, 8. JOHNSON, wih engravine and 
Office 15 Maiden Lane, New York City. 





Metallic Artificial Legs. 
Weight only Four Pounds. 


A fit guaranteed. It makes no noise. It does 
not get out of order. The measure can be 
sent, and the leg returned by express. If you 

are not satisfied after six months’ trial, I will return the 

Money less twenty-five dollars, 

Price $75 to $1 Send for a circular. 
ce and Sal 491 Broadway, New York. 
2 "Ws W. WESTON. 
L. WESTON, 21 West 4th Street, Cincinnati, Ohio, 








Remington’s 





REVOLVER. 


Approved by the Government. 


Warranted superior to any other Pistol of the kind. 
Also Pocket and Belt Revolvers, Sold by the Trade gen- 


erally. od 
E. REMINGTON & SONS, 
Hlion, N. Y. 











DRY AND DRY AND GROUND 1 IN O OIL 
in several drab shades. 
For English and Gothic Cottages, Outbuildings, &c. 
ROBERT REYNOLDS, Agent, No. 74 Maiden Lane, 





GENTS WANTED. — $50 per month guaranteed. 
For terms and specimens, address, with stamp, L. 
L. TODD & CO., New York. 


ame fifty cents each. Liberal discount to 
mailed free on receipt of the price. 
O ERNST, cer. Bowery and Canal Street. 


Parents, 


And especially mothers, who 
have the more immediate care 
of children, permit me to may 
wits candid earnestness, nev: 
= down to rest at night with 

the health and happiness of 

- children at heart without 
ving PERRY DAVIS' PAIN 
KILLER at hand. Trust to no 
other pain preparations or pan- 
aceas. They may, and often do, fail in critical cases— 
but the Perry Davis, never—no, never. If you heed not 
this timely warning, the fault is your own, as Perry Davis’ 
Pain Killer is in nearly every store throughout the length 


and breadgh of our land, and all over ir the c ivilised world. 

















: ” ie, $1. 
Mellel on peapadeei: JEANERET, is cas mu, x = 


ELLIPTIC HOOP SKIRT is sold 
areaiyy: 





THE DUPLEX 
at the New Store, 505 





THE NATIONAL REVOLVER 





“Is the latest improvement in Fire-Arms, combining 


effectiveness, with compactness, durability, and convenience both for 
(eemtiog and carrying. Is the most effective Pooker REvo.ver in the 


wi Yoaded, without removing the cylinder, with CenTRAL Fimz WaATER- 
he is sure fire, the shell easily ejected 
oo gai length, 


Proor Corres Suc.t CaRrerpas. 
after firing. The cylinder never fouls. oe 
six shot, and weighs’ but 14 ounces, 








you will receive carefully packed, ; — 


. 


Geo HICKOX, 4 Clie street, New Xork, : 









great power and 


82-100th ball, 





| 


$io Per Day, $15 


Made every it who sells 2 Gross 
py the sams = our New and 


we and Prise Pack. 
oaN fore MADE in a few hours by smart ts. 
ing of the Each Pack. 

secu Paper aveoes, eam Poel ste 
8 as > Em- 
Ladies’ ‘Paris Fashion Plates, Designs for Needl.. 
Cottage Household Com Parlor 
Amusements, G for Letter Writers, Many Ways to 
Get Rich, Gents’ ear, Union 


Engra’ bie J 

elry, etc., ete., ete. Agents guaranteed $15 perday. A 
splendid SE, Silver Gunting Case Lever 
to 


— new “abate for 1864 containing extra premium in- 
erg og free. 8S. C. RICKARDS & CO., 102 Nassan 
treet, 





Painting. 


is fully prepared to do all plain and 
in the best manner at short notice, 
Best of references 


red. 
JAS. NEWHOUSE, 272 Elizabeth St., N. Y. 


Bend c2eeres 

t ~y the on over 
a eandte, 18, the the erat 
nessee Swamp Shrub has been ‘ston to eon to excite the Beard, 
Mustache, &c., to a fine and vigorous growth. (See Testi- 
monials. ) The History and a smal! sample of this Balsam 


sent sealed on receipt of return postage. 
JOHN RAWLINS, 815 Broadway, N. Y. 


FUN Samples sent free. Agents wanted. %5 
a day * be made. Address (with stamp) 
J. K. EDWARDS, 
Cincinnati, Ohio, 


The und 
ornamental painti 











. 
* 
. 
. 
o 
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more Tool Chests, 

Fitted with complete sets of tools, sharpened and set 
ready for use, and packed in cases for shipping. Prices 
from $2 up, and containing from 8 to 128 different articles, 
according to size, and adapted to the use of Boys, Youths, 
Amateurs, and Farmers. 


Parr’s Horticultural Chests, a 
Containing complete sets of garden tools. Every one 
having a garden will find these chests very useful. 


Lathes for Amateurs. 
Also smaller size of foot-lathes for boys, with tools to 
correspond. 
To be had of all respectable Hardware Dealers, or of the 
Manufacturer. 
Send for illustrated circular to the Manufacturer, 
GEO. PARR, Buffalo, N. Y. 


THE BOWEN MICROSCOPE, 
Magnifying small objects 500 (imes. MAILED FREE ev- 
on for for 50 CENTS, on Taker ror $] 
dress F. ¢ C. BOWE N, , Box 220, , Boston, Mass, ass. | 


7 1864 "1864 


MEDALS. 


Manufactured and for sale by E. N. Foote & Co., 208 
Broadway, N. ¥. Agents wanted in every town and ‘city. 








Don’t buy your Gaiters 
or Shoes without Fogg’s 
Patent Lever Buckle. 


They are self-adjusting, and re- 
quire no holes punched in n'the strap. 
Dealers or manufacturers cap en- 
clove Ten Cents Currency, and I 
will mail sample of two 

FREDERICK STEVENS, 
215 Pearl Street, New York, 


and 
68 Kilby Street, Boston, Mass. 











Self-Measurement for Shirts. 


Printed directions for Self-Measurement, list of prices, 
Saami 





ogee tary Men and Travellers they are invaluable 
7D each; sent by post to any part of the Union 


on taneeaenal 90 cents. 
WHOLESALE AND RETAI™. 


AgEnts WanTep in-every Town in the Union. 
S, W. H. WARD, 387 Broadway, N. Y. 





U. S. Army Agency, 


64 Bleecker Street, N. Y., opposite Pay Department. 
All persons having claims against the Government 
Reel SEY ee ee en Ree aes r- 


mabounty f $100 0, inthe following cases are now being 


“SOLDIERS DISCHARGED 0 son! of 
wounds received in battle. 
DIS- 


or 
after having served 2 years, Payment 
prompt. Discharge can be sent by mail. 
_ ‘Te Bverybody! 
ee ae oe oe 
‘The Diamond Parlor Match, the best in the world, are 


selling cheaper than any others, at the 
= Lodi Manufacturing Co,'s, 66 Cortiandt St, N. ¥-. 








